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his lips, Reggie had shouted " Fire . ." into the
microphone.

The first salvo of shells landed in the road just in
front of the two tanks. They stopped and appeared
to hesitate. As the second salvo dropped in nearly
the same spot they turned and disappeared in the
direction they had come. Reggie increased the range
for his third salvo. It fell, of course, out of his view.

" A parting kick in the pants," he explained, as he
removed the earphones.

" A neat little job," returned the Second-in-Command
with enthusiasm. " Thanks. Now we can push on/''

Once more the artillery truck became a part of the
infantry advance. It seemed to bear a charmed life.
For the bulk of the afternoon it had dodged about on
roads plastered by shell fire and swept by machine-gun
bullets. One shell fragment had torn a rent in the
canvas cover and dented the driver's tin hat. In
addition, the hood sported five bullet holes. Reggie
possessed another in the sleeve of his beautiful tunic,
and the earth showered over him by a trench-mortar
bomb had effectually removed the gloss from his
shining top-boots. Pale, and perceptibly drawn, he
still remained nonchalant. He continually told the
driver how lucky they were not to have taken Toe,
the armoured O.P., but to be able to nip about quickly
without fear of breakdown in their light truck. The
driver was very non-committal. . . .

Late in the afternoon Reggie discovered he had
lost touch for the time being with the forward troops.
Altogether they had advanced about four miles.
Latterly the advance had been over fields where it
was impossible for Reggie's truck to follow. For a
quarter of an hour or more he had been searching for
a road leading, roughly, in the required direction.
Finally he found one, as he thought, and sped forward.
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